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"Well! gentlemen," he said, "I've decided that I want you two,
after all, to come out with me to Mark Moor Court tonight. I
only pray we shan't find Will Zoyland closeted with his father!
I'm afraid if Will got on our track at this juncture he'd ruin the
whole thing. What a blessing he's out at Wookey!"
As soon as the visitors were gone, Cordelia said hurriedly to
her husband: "Better take your stroll now, hadn't you, while I do
the things?"
"What did you say?" murmured Mr. Evans, giving the back
of the purple chair a push to move it towards the fire.
"Better go out and get your evening stroll over, while I wash
up," repeated Cordelia.
Mr. Evans stared blankly at her. The natural movement of any
couple, in their own house, when a group of visitors have de-
parted, is to draw up to the hearth with an ebullition of relief,
and begin a critical analysis of the evening. This was clearly
what Mr. Evans expected; and he was a little nonplussed. He had
not much to say to Cordelia about communes and commune-
makers; but he had a great deal to say to her about The Harry-
ing of Annwn.
The girl had already left him, however, and crossed the little
passage into the kitchen; so he snatched up his long black over-
coat from its peg and let himself out without a word.
"She's cross," he said to himself, "because I laughed like
that. She thinks I made a fool of myself."
He followed the Old Wells Road till he reached a turn to his
left, called Edmund Hill Lane, which led to the clay pits and
the tile works of Edmund Hill Pottery. This pottery had played
an important part in the modern life of Glastonbury, supplying
the town council with those fine large brick tiles of a beautiful
orange-red colour with which it had roofed all its new workmen's
houses not only in Old Wells Road and Bove Town but also in
Benedict Street. It was from under these bright red tiles, made of
rich Somersetshire clay, that the hopes and despairs of many
generations of Glastonbury people were destined to mount up and
follow in its gusts, night by night, this dream-burdened westerly
wind.
Mr. Evans got glimpses of a tormented half-moon in the sky,